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thorns, and Derby on his side offered his resignation on
every occasion, and the old Premier, gouty and short of
breath, and sad too at not seeing the dear orange-tinted
eyes of Lady Bradford, wrote to her: "I am very ill. If I could
only face the scene which would occur at headquarters if
I resigned, I would do so at once. But I never could bear
scenes. ..."

A brief stand on the part of the Turks gave some hope.
The army was good, and the Sultan had said to his troops:
"Your sabres, the sabres of believers, will open for you the
gates of Paradise." It was learned that the Russian army,
checked before Plevna, had $0,000 dead, and counted
30,000 wounded who, ill-tended in improvised hospitals,
would probably all die. In the month of August, the
Russians were held to be as good as beaten. Marshal
Moltke believed it. England is fond of strong peoples;
public sentiment became pro-Turkish. In the streets of
London, the song was heard:

"We don't want to fight,
But, by Jingo! if we do,
We've got the ships,
We've got the men,
We've got the money too!"

The fashion now was to go on Sundays and boo Gladstone
at his house and fling stones at his windows. The grand-
sires of these demonstrators had submitted the Duke of
Wellington's windows to the same treatment.

The Houses of Parliament rose for the recess. Beacons-
field went to rest at Hughenden. He had great difficulty
with his breathing, and could no longer walk at all. To go
to church, he had to take Mary Anne's little pony-trap. The
peacocks annoyed him: he almost desired, he said, to
commit a kind of atrocity there and massacre the peacocks.